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Some Clippings from
a Christmas >tory.

The Christmas Angel.

By Abbie Farwell Brown.
INTRODUCTORY.

Not a real Christmas Angel, after all,
vou will probably say, and yet an Angel
with a mission. just as surely as if
veiled in silvery cloud or with tuneful
harp in hand. But it is time to let our
anuthor introduce to you the Christmas

nmessenger, and the very human personal-

ity to whom the message was so faith-
fuliy delivered.
At the sound of footsteps along the

hall, Miss Terry looked up from the let-
ter she was reading for the sixth time.

“ Of course, 1 would not see him,”’ she
said, pursing her lips into a hard line.
“ Certainly npot.”

A bump on the library door, as from
an opposing knee, did duty for a knock.
“ Bring the box in here, Norah,” said
Miss Terry. Let it down on the rug by
the fire-place. I am going to look it
over and burn up the rubbish this even-
ing. She glanced once more at the let-
ter in her hand, and then, with a sniff,
tossed it upon the fire.

‘““ Yes’m,”' said Norah, as she set down
the box with a thump. She stooped
once more to pick up something which
had fallen out when the cover was jarred
open. Tt was a pink papier-mache angel,
such as are often hung from the top of
Christmas trees as a crowning symbol.
Norah stood holding it between thumb
and finger, staring amazedly. Who
would think to find such a bit of frivol-
ity in the house of Miss Terry !

Her miistress looked up from the fire,
where the bit of writing was writhing
of

painfully, and caught the expression
Norah’s face.

“ What have you therc?’’ she asked,
as she took the object into
““ The Christmas Angel!”’
““ 1 had

frowning,
her ewn hands.
she exclaimed under her breath. ‘ .
quite forgotten it.” Then, as 1(‘ it
burned her fingers, she thrust the little
image back into the box and tnr‘nod to
Norah brusquely. “ There, that's all

You can go now, Norah,” she said.

‘“ Yes'm,’’ answercd the maid. She hesi-

tated. “ If you please 'm, it’'s Christ-
"

mas Eve. N

““ Well, I believe so,”” snapped Miss

Terry, who seemed to be in a particu-

Jarly bad humor this evening. “ What

do you want ?”’

Norah flushed; but she was hardened 19
" ““ Only to ask if
little while to see

her mistress’'s manner.
I may go out for a

the decorations and hear the singin.;:.’”

“Decorations ? Singing ? Fiddlestick!
retorted Miss Terry, poker in h'fin(L
““ What decorations ? Wnat singing ?

Norah tells how the windows along t?w-
street are [ull of candles, and the choir-
boys are going about singing carols of
W‘l“](‘(\l'l(' to the Christ-Child whose «d-
vent was so eagerly expected on the

& | mMorrow.

“ Fiddlestick ! aguin snarvled ner nois-

tress. *“ They had better he at howme an
g bed. I believe people are losing their

minds !"’
Y« Please 'in, mayv | po?"" ashed Norah
again. ‘

Norah was young, wart and enthusias-
tic, and sometimes the spcll of  Miss
Terry's sombre house threatened her oo
desperation, and it was so tnis Christ-
mas Eve. Ilowever, the uneracrons
“ Yes, go along,”’ was perinission enonieh
and with a brightening of her Lhae e
and a demure “* Thank you, ", .
flew down the steps, and the area
banged behind her quickly-refreatin
steps.

“H'm ! Didn't takce her long to
ready 1'" uttered Miss Terry, vivin
fire a vicious poke She was alon
the house, on Christmas Ive, and not
man, woman or child in the \\Hl'l\‘vlulw!
Well, it was what she wanted 2
her own doing. 1f she had wished

She sat back in her chair, with thin,
long hands lying along Hw‘x\rm% of ||:
gazing into the fire. A hit of paper
there was crumbling into ashes. Alone
on Christmas Eve ! Even Norah had
some relation with the world outside.

Even Norah could feel a simple childish
pleasure in candles and carols and merri-

ment, and the old, old superstition

“ Stufi and nonsense I’’ mused Miss
Terry scornfully. ‘* What is our Christ-
mas, anyway ? A time for shopkeepers
to sell and for foolish folks to kill them-
selves in buying. Christmas spirit ?
No! It is all humbug—all selfishness,
and worry; an unwholesome season of
unnatural activities. I am glad I am
out of it. I am glad no one expects
anything of me—nor I of ary one. I
am quite independent; blessedly indepen-
dent of the whole foolish business. It is
a good time to begin clearing up for the
new year. TI'm glad T thought of it.
I've long threatened to get rid of the
stufl accumulating in that corner of the
attic. Now I will hegin.”” She tugged
the packing-case an inch nearer the fire.
Then she raised the cover. Tt was a boxful
of children’s battered toys, old-fashioned
and quaint, toys in vogue thirty, forty,
fifty years earlier, when Miss Terry was
a child. She gave a reminiscent sniff as
she threw up the cover and saw on the
under side of it a big label of paste-
board, unevenly lettered.
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““ Huinph !I”" she snorted. There was a
great deal in that ‘“ humph !’ Tt meant:
Yes, Tom’s name had plenty of room,
while poor little Angelina had to squeeze
in as well as she could.

How like Tom 1
This accounted for everything, even to
his not being in his sister’s house this
very night. How unreasonable he had
been | So why think of Tom to-night ?
But here were all these toys to be got

rid of. Miss Terry stooped to poke over
the contents of the box with lean, long
fingers. 1In one corner thrust up a doll’s
arm; in another, an animal’s tail pointed
'neavenward. She caught glimpses of
glitter and tinsel, wheels and fragments
of unidentifiable toys.

Why,
as this.

surely nobody wants such truck

Now, could any child ever have
cared for so silly a thing 2’ She pulled
out a faded jumping-jack, and re
garded it scornfully. ““ 1diotic ! Such
toys are demoralizing for children—weak-
en their It is a shame to think
how everyone seems bound to spoil chil-
dren, especially at Christinas time. She
tossed the poor jumping-jack on the fire,
and eyed his last contortions with
satisfaction.

minds.

grim

But as she watched, a quaint idea came

to her. “I will try an experiment,’’ she
said. ““T will prove once for all my
point about the (so-called) ‘ Christmas
spirit.’ I will drop some of these toys
out on the sidewalk and see what hap
pens. It may be interesting.”
HER EXPERIMENT.
Miss Terry rose and crossed two Fooms
to the front window, looking out upon
the street. A flare  of light almost

blinded her ecyes. Ivery window opposite
block, as far as she could
see, was illuminated with a row of lighted
candles across the The soft, un-
glow relief the pretty
curtains and wreaths of green,  and gave

her along the

sash.

usial threw into

glimpses  of cosy interiors and flitting,
happy figures.

“What a waste of candles !’ scolded
\liss Terry ‘““ Kolks are growing terri-
hly extravagant.'

e street was white with snow that
had Jfallen o few hours earlier, piled in
drifts along the curh of the little-trav-

ledll terrace but  the sidewalks were

11 Hovelled and swept clean, as be-

o ciinently respectable part of

- ! where Miss Terry lived., A long

ot teps, with iron railing at  the

I down from the front door, up-

oo silver plate had for cenera-

lecoraus flonrishes announced the

to the play box, Miss Terry

the  topmost toy—a  wooden

wire hasp for fastening the

' It ancor secionsly she presses

1 'a oodeous jack-in-the-hox

I corafort her with a Squeak,

a i voand a red nose Miss

Ter with distavon T al-

ways that thine,® e said

Tom wa sually frightening e with
it T repuen Syep

I'HE FARMER’'S ADVOCATE

As il to be rid of unwelcome memories,
she shut her mouth tight, even she
shut Jack back into his box, snapping
the spring into place. ‘‘ This will do to
begin with,"’ she thought. She crossed
to the window, which she opened quickly,
and tossed out the box, so that it fell
squarely in the middle of the sidewalk.
Then closing the window and turning
down the lights in the room behind her,
Miss Terry hid in the folds of the cur-
tain and watched to see what would
happen to Jack.

as

Two little lads of the ragamuffin class
catch sight of the imprisoned Jack. The
youmger sees it first.

‘“ Hello ! Wot's dis ?”’
ing a dash upon it.

“ Gee! Wot’s up ' responded the other,
who was instantly at his elbow.

‘“ Gwan ! look at it.”

The smaller boy drew away and pressed
the spring of the box eagerly. Ping !
Out popped the Jack into his astonished
face ; whereupon he set up a guffaw.

‘“ Give it here !”” commanded the bigger
boy.

‘“ Naw !

he grunted, mak-

T.emme

You let it alone ! 1t’s mine |”’
asserted the younger and smaller one,
and they fell to pummeling one another
with might and main.

“1 told you so!” commented Miss
Terry from behind the curtain. < Here’'s
the first show of the beautiful Christmas
spirit that is supposed to he abroad.
Look at the little beasts fighting over

something that neither of them really
wants 1"

‘“So that is the end of experiment
number one,”” quoth Miss Terry, smiling
grimly. “ Now, let’s sece what becomes
of the next.”

THE FLANTON DOG

She returned to the play-box by the
fire and rummaged for a few minutes
among the tangled toys. Then, with

something like a chuckle she drew out a
soft, pale creature with four wobbly legs.

““The Flanton Dog !’ ghe said. ““Well,
I vow ! 1 had forgotten all ahout him.
It was Tomn who coined :he nan * for
him because he was made of ('anton
flannel.”’

She stood the th iy up on the table as
well as his weak Jegs would allow, and
Imspected  him  critically, He certainly
was a forlorn specien. One of the
black bheads which had served him for
eyes was gone, Ilis ears, wlich had
originally stood up saucily on his head,
now dr ped in liwp  dejection.  One of
them was mere shapeirss rag hanging
by a thread. He was dirty and  dis-
¢ dored, and hiec ta a8 gone. But
till he smiled wit) ted-thread mouth,
and seemed tryin. o make the best of
things.

““ What a nigntmare ! saiu Miss Terry
contemptuously. "1 know there isn't
a child in ¢ citv who wants such a
looking thing ‘This isn't going to bring
out any Christmas spirit,"”” she sneered
“I will try it and see.”

Once more she lifted {he window and
tossed the dog to the sidewalk. Ie
rolled upon his hack and lay pathetical-
ly, with crooked legs, yearning upward,
still smiling.""

The fate of the Ilanton ap-
decided by a llu[»[mr—luukmg
young man, who, after poking the object
with his stick, tossed it (’unh\mptnnnsly

into the road, it fell

dog was

parently

where

under the
wheels of a passing automobile. On the
other "side of the street a mother and
her little boy were passing at the time
The child's eyes caught sight of the dog
on the sidewalk, and he hung back
watching to see what the voung man
would do with it. But his mother dreyw
him after her. Seeing his hopes of pe
coming the owner of {he Flanton dog
thus hopelessly shattercd, (he baby ut
tered a howl of aneguish Miss Teorpy
herself  was  surprised {0 foo] a  pang
shoot through her as the car passed over
the queer old tov. She retreated frogy
the window quickly.

““Well, that’s the end of Flanton, i
said with a half sioh I knew
fellow was a brute Lomieeht, have o
pected something like 1741 But it looked
So—so—""" 8She hesitaled fur a word, and
did not finish her <« Tence, hat hit her
lip and sniffed cynically

THE NOATIS ARK
Now, what coieg next 2" Miss Terry
rammaged in the hox until her fingers
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met something odd-shaped, long, aig
smooth-sided. With some ditliculty
drew out the object, for it was of go..|
size.

‘“H'm | The old Noah’s ark,”’ she saj,
“1 wonder if all the
there.”’

She lifted the cover and turned out iy,
to her lap the long-imprisoned animaly
and their round-bodied chief. Mrs. Noaj
and her sons had long since disappear.
But the ark-builder, hatless and
armed, still presided over a menager ¢
of sorry beasts, Scarcely one could boas
of being a quadruped. To few of them
the years had spared a tail. .From their
close resemblance in their misery, it way
not hard to believe in the kinship of aj
animal life. She took themn up and ex
amined them curiously one by one. i
nally she selected a shapeless, slate-col-
ored block from the mass. “ Thig was
the elephant,”” she mused. ‘I remember
when Tom stepped on him and smashed
his trunk. ‘1 guess 1'm going to be an
expressman when I grow up,’ he said,
looking sorry. Tom wasg always full of
his jokes. Now I'l] try this,
what happens to the ark on
voyage.'’

animals are i,

oni:

and
its

see
last

Down the steps she went, and deposited
the ark discreetly at their foot, returning
to take up her position behind the cur-
tains.

A man hastened by, a
children; a boy and a girl, but none ap-
peared to notice the ark. *“ One would
think they had something really impor
tant in hand. 1 suppose they are just
going to hear the singing. Iiddlestick |

Then came a sad faced woman, walking
slowly, with bent head, seeing none of
the lighted windows on either side. No-
ticing it, she drew her skirts aside, but
finally took the oddly-shaped box into
her hands, shivering with an uncontrolla-
ble emotion.

Just
with

wonman ; two

ten
Ltwo

up came a second woman
hanging at her
ragged and sick-look-
was something about the ex-
of even the tiny knot of
vbick of the wo:noan’s head
anxious poverty. With
~he hurried see
mortal
uver

small boys

skirts, were

They
ing. “hire
pressic
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told of

curiosity

hair

which
envious
up tH
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prietorship.
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CTo he continued.)

By Henry Van Dyke.

These are the gifts T ask,

Of Thee, Spirit serene:

Strength for the daily task

Courage to, fire the road,

Good cheer 1g help me hear the travel-
ler's Yoad,

\nd, for the hoire of rest that come be
tweon,

Aninward Joy ot all things heard and
8een

Theso are the sins T fain

Would have Thee take away :

Malice, and cold disdain,

ot ancer, gullen hate,

Scorn

of the lowly, envy of the
And discantent

On all the

great,
that castg g

shadow gray
brightness of a

common day
—Selected.




